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Summary: 


The world is saved, and Felix can't hide from the truth 
anymore 


Blue fingers 


Author's Note: 


Written on tumblr Several Years Ago, but I'm still fond of 
it 


He hides, on their trip back to Vale or what is left of it, from 
his family’s affection, from Mia’s stern orders to rest, from 
Piers’s worried, well-meaning glances, because he can’t hide 
from himself. Not anymore. 


There is no way he can pretend he was anything but a pawn 
anymore. He’s had enough of deluding himself, of soending 
energy trying to convince himself that he was actually worth 
something to someone, not for what he could do, not for 
what they wanted him to be. Just for what he was. He 
wonders if Alex ever at least enjoyed himself, because he 
definitely didn’t care. 


And why should he? If someone as good as Piers can’t look 
at him without a mix of fear and disgust, what use would he 
be to someone like Alex, except as a tool. What can he 
actually be good for, when he can’t even talk to his parents 
without having to lie. 


I’m fine, he says. It was hard, but we won in the end. I’m 
glad you didn’t get hurt for real. 


| loved it, he feels. That battle felt good, it felt cleansing, | 
wanted it to scour me and wash everything away. 


(He’s still glad they didn’t get hurt. Betraying their trust is 
bad enough, getting them killed would have finished him) 


Small arms wrap around his neck. Cloth that smells of sand 
even in the middle of the sea. 


“You know, you’d think it'd be hard to hide on an 
overcrowded Lemurian ship.” 


He wants to run. But the only place left to run is the sea. 
And he refuses to give anyone that kind of pain. 


Sheba sits on his lap. He doesn’t move. 
And then she hits him on the head. Hard. 


“I hope that didn’t feel good, because I’m not doing 
something more drastic.” 


“Sheba-” 
“Why do you still believe him?” 


He stares. She looks angry, a bit, but most of all she looks 
worried. It’s rare enough that he stops to think. 


“What do you mean?” 


“You saw he messed with us all the way, right? So why do 
you still believe him?” 


And it makes sense, except he doesn’t, because that’s the 
entire point. His care, his acceptance were an illusion... 


l 


. and so’s the rest of that sentence. Felix, no one hates 
you. No one will hate you. We’re your friends. Your family. If 
we can’t accept you like you are, then we're not worthy of 
being around someone like you. And | say this as the divine 
girl who fell from the sky.” 


He blushes. Her eyes soften. A teasing glow instead of the 
determined hardness. 


“And if that doesn’t convince you... | can prove it to you.” 


That makes him blush, the realisation hitting him just as her 
smirk widens. 


“a [think PIL pass.” 


“Well, then!” she announces with a smile, “it’s settled! Now 
are you going to come eat with us, or are you going to stay 
holed up here?” 


She walks out, and he follows, focusing on her voice to 
ignore the phantom fingers brushing his neck. 


